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By Paul Beston 
©XxXI Paul Beston for BestonWrite 


t wasn’t one of the truly massive payouts, there had after all 0 
been four other winners that week, but this was not entirely a bad thing. 


True it reduced what could have been an eight million pound jackpot to a “mere” 1.6 million 
pounds each, but not only was this more than enough to ensure a very comfortable life for a 
guy in his late thirties with no wife, no kids and few responsibilities, but also the media are 
not remotely interested in a winner of such a commonplace amount these days and so | was 
able to quietly nip up to Camelot’s HQ, chuck back the obligatory glass of bubbly and then 
scarper back home with my bankers order. 


That afternoon felt very strange indeed. There | was suiting on this huge windfall, my mind 
racing with thoughts that | could now buy almost anything, go anywhere, change my life in 
almost any way | chose to. And yet, after several days of thoroughly enjoyable pondering 
what to do and what not to do, | came to the surprising realisation that apart from stopping 
full-time work | was surprisingly content with my life as it is; | didn’t want a plane, a boat, a 
Rolls Royce. The Vivien Nicholson “Spend, spend, spend” lifestyle didn’t appeal in the least. 


I'd visit nice restaurants whenever | felt like it, drive a nicer car, wear better quality clothes 
maybe, .... Then it hit me like a thunderbolt... Of course!! | had forgotten about the one area 
of my life that not only gave me an enormous amount of pleasure, but was also very 
definitely made a good deal easier by the injection of comparatively small amounts of cash! 


Discipline! Spanking! Thrashing! 


| felt almost giddy with the thrill of the new possibilities my win could bring to my long- 
standing and passionately held love of tanning the backsides of willing young men. | had 
indulged in such pleasures for many years but inevitably there were long periods when 
either none of my contacts got in touch to ask for a session or inevitably many of them had 
slowly drifted away as the visits became more predictable for both parties and thus less 
exciting. 


| would never beat an unwilling guy, but | sure as hell didn’t mind very much at all whether 
the guy was presenting his muscular buttocks to me because the experience of punishment 
aroused him or merely because he was going to be financially rewarded for his discomfort. | 
could buy, rent, hire, call it what you like but | could attract perfect specimens of young man 
to my study in a way that seemed impossible to achieve before cash was added to the list of 
lures. All thoughts of new possessions and lifestyles went out of my mind rapidly as | 
planned how to maximise the CP pleasures to come. 


Firstly, | thought the ideal situation would be to have a place | used specifically for CP 
purposes. That way if there was ever a troublesome young man, publicity, neighbours 
hearing noise etc, it would not be my home situation that was made difficult, | could simply 
sell the place | had bought for CP use and disappear. It would have to be in London, or 
Manchester in order for there to be a good choice of takers on offer. | decided on London. | 
am a Londoner, | know London like the back of my hand, | was on terra firma in London and 
| knew the London “scene” which helps. 


Three months later | had bought a simple modern one bedroomed flat at the top of a tower 
block in Wapping. It wasn’t as cheap as it could have been but in every other way it was 
perfect. Tube and bus links were good, the flat was the only one on this top level of the 
building and with no buildings this high for some distance | didn’t even need to be too careful 
about drawing the blinds! 


| would stay over at the apartment occasionally when | needed to be in town the next day or 
a session had gone on so late that | couldn’t be bothered to drive home, but basically, my 
real home in Surrey was only forty minutes away by car and so the apartment was furnished 
almost entirely with my disciplinary tastes in mind. The lounge was deliberately made 
solemn and slightly foreboding. | had a dark red Persian carpet putt down, a very sturdy 
mahogany military style desk and chair, a leather chesterfield, wood panelling half way up 
the walls, in fact a very traditional almost Victorian look to the room. It was not unlike a 
Headmaster’s study of yesteryear either. 


When | had bought the place, there was a section of the lounge at one end, which had been 
walled off from the rest of the room. This was to make it a dining area. All well and good, but 
| had another idea. | had the partition wall removed and heavy dark red velvet drapes fitted 
to hide this extra area. In it | then put the large antique gym horse | had purchased at auction 
This meant that when sitting chatting in the lounge, or even when standing in front of my 
desk giving an account of his sins, a boy would have no notion that a mere fifteen feet away 
there was a wonderfully sturdy, efficient piece of furniture specifically for the thrashing of 
deserving young buttocks. This hidden area was also fitted with a beautifully polished 
mahogany wall cupboard which one could unlock and swing open both doors to reveal an 
array of canes, straps, paddles and other implements of correction. 


The place was ready, | was more than ready; it was time to find some bottoms! 


| took my time scouring the escort agency websites, looking at the trade and person al ads in 
various gay publications, | even lurked in one or two of the London pubs known to be 
frequented by rent boys, but | could not find exactly what | was looking for. | began to lose 
heart and think that even with a lottery winners bank balance it was not so easy to find a 
perfect specimen of youthful masculinity ready and willing to have his pert buttocks 
chastised thoroughly. 


Finally, after weeks of working on the project, | spotted an intriguing advertisement amongst 
the classifieds in the Evening Standard newspaper of all paces. Advertising must be very 
expensive there because the ad that intrigued me stated curtly; 


“Fit male. 19. Told cute. Bad Boy” and a mobile phone number. 


Hardly informative but the words, fit, cute, 19 and bad boy were more than enough to have 
me dialling him. The mobile number was answered but the lad was in the middle of a 
crowded supermarket and said he could not speak. In any event | could barely make out 
what he was saying at my end. He asked for a number to call me back on in one hour and | 
decided to risk it and gave my own mobile rather than my home number. 


He called a full two hours later and was not exactly the most friendly soul I’d ever spoken to, 
but | suppose endless timewaster calls and no-shows must make any lad doing his kind of 
work rather untrusting and weary of all callers. Nevertheless, he did sound perfect; surly but 
willing to be tamed for a price, 5’8” tall, slim, smooth bodied, dark short hair, clean-shaven, 
allegedly boyish facial features and, he assured me a cute little bum. 


| was so determined to make this a really satisfying encounter for myself that | suggested we 
met later that same evening, in a pub convenient to us both, just to agree terms and talk 
things through and then meet at my apartment the next day for the session itself. A £30 fee 
was asked for even to meet for a drink and a chat, but | agreed, it would be worth it in the 
long run. 


‘| satin a-quiet corner of a pub in South Kensington that evening checking out every dark 
haired male who walked through the door, but none of them looked right. Had | been stood 
up? 


Suddenly in barged a clearly very self-assured young man of around 18-20. He wore brand 
new and tight fitting black cord jeans with a white shirt open at the collar. An expensive 
designer watch and identity bracelet dripped from his wrists. 


He somehow sussed who | was and pranced straight up to me. 


“Mine’s a large vodka and tonic!” he cheekily demanded. | handed him a fiver and sent him 
to get his own. (I noticed no change was forthcoming either!) 


As he bent over the bar to attract a barman’s attention | looked on. He was physically perfect 
for me, everything | had ever dreamed of stripping and punishing in fact. He returned and we 
got straight down to business. Within ten minutes we had discussed the various types of 
chastisement | wanted to subject him to, we had agreed clothing to be worn, limits, rules, the 
lot. 


He had craftily added a “no stripes” clause in the agreement at the last minute, which would 
have severely hampered me, but it took only yet another hike in his already outrageously 
over the top fee and suddenly everything but vicious open cuts was acceptable. As | had no 
déSire to cut his bottom merely to thrash and beat it soundly and repeatedly, | was satisfied 
and at £300 + taxis to and from my flat, so should he be! 


Atleast | knew his weakness. If | thought up anything | wanted to do on the day that | had 
not brought up beforehand, | was confident that the offer of a few more pound notes, or 
rather tenners, would have him agreeing to all manner of depravity. This was a boy who 
knew his worth and was very much “open for business”. 


| rushed home to prepare for tomorrow's excitement. | stayed over at the flat and by bedtime 
that night the entire place was laid out ready for what | intended to be the best CP session | 
had ever conducted. There was to be no schoolboy role-play, no Dad and son roles, nothing 
like that at all, | wanted him merely to be himself but to do as he was told even if he resisted 
briefly on occasions, and to settle down and take a number of testing punishments. He knew 
the score and for that level of fee (and that alone) he was prepared to suffer. 


He arrived just ten minutes late, which was more punctual than | feared he’d be, I’d heard 
that rent boys in general had no interest in punctuality whatsoever. ; 


| watched him approach the street front door to the house and then | buzzed him past the 
intercom and opened my front door on the fifth floor. | beckoned him to enter. 


He was dressed as he had said he would; a small denim jacket, neat, tight faded levis, a red 
Fred Perry short sleeved polo shirt, white trainers. All the jewellery was left off as I'd 
requested. | led him straight into the lounge where he was invited to remove and hand me 
his jacket for hanging in the hall. As | returned to the lounge he was standing there, in the 
middle of the room, hands in his pockets, grinning at me knowingly. 


| was just about to take charge and begin the proceedings when he interrupted me; 
“You got something for me first?” 
Cheeky pup, he was after his fee in advance. 


| produced a sealed brown envelope from the desk drawer. | opened it and made it obvious 
that there was several hundred pounds inside. | then placed it on the mantelpiece and 
stated; 


“You may collect this as you leave, IF you have been a god boy!..... and you'll call me Sir 
from here on in or be punished for failure to do so, is that clear?!” (| revelled in this first 
flexing of my dominant role.) 


“Yes Sir!” he beamed back, slightly mockingly. 


“Very well young man, | am going to spend the rest of this afternoon teaching you respect, 
teaching you some manners and teaching you what a boy like you really needs..... 


Take your trainers and socks off!” 


He obeyed instantly and placed them neatly in a corner of the room. So far so good. My 
next instruction was also obeyed without hesitation. 


“Remove your shirt!” 
“Hands out of your pockets.... And come over here BOY!” 


| sat on a dining chair | had pulled into the middle of the carpet and beckoned him to my right 
side. As soon as he was close enough, | reached for the waistband of his jeans and began 
unfastening them. Co-operating fully, | was aware that he had tightened his waist to make it 
easier to let the tight jeans slip down his thighs. | gently took him over my knee and then 
spent a couple of minutes pushing his jeans down to below his knees, adjusting his legs 
wider apart and positioning his behind so it was exactly where | needed it in order to spank it 
to best effect. His crisp new white cotton briefs were as | had requested. They tightly 
encased what was clearly a firm, muscular, and as he had correctly claimed “cute” bottom. 


“Christian, | am going to spank you till you beg me to stop” | warned the lad. 


His response was a half theatrical and half genuinely contemptuous “Ha!” He clearly found 
the notion that he might have to beg me to stop a mere spanking most unlikely. We'd soon 
see. | started to spank. Not lightly, no warm up, | spanked to heat and sting his bottom right 
from the start. | had to admit he took the first couple of minutes of it without moving a 
muscle, not even flinching or tensing his cheeks. Not a grunt a groan or even a stifled “Ahh”. 


His behind was hot though. When | paused and rested my hand on it it was decidedly hot to 
the touch. | resumed the spanking, still giving hard methodical smacks to each and every 
part of his bottom. After five minutes of this he started to try and steer himself into very 
slightly different positions on my lap, as if trying to direct my smacks onto a slightly less 
sensitive area than where | was aiming them. This was a good sign, it meant he was feeling 
it, albeit in silence so far. | nudged him back into the position that | wanted each time and 
then gave a brisk rather harder series of smacks to whichever area he was trying to protect. 


The result was that finally | heard the first “Ahh! Owwch! And then a very welcome 
...”No!” 


At the sound of that first protest | knew instinctively what to do: | wrenched his underpants 
down, exposing his wonderfully reddened and tender bottom for the first time. 


He said nothing but | sensed his feelings of vulnerability and resentment. Without further ado 
| spanked his bare bottom for another twenty minutes!!! All manner of gasps and groans 
were emanating from the boy now and they served only to inspire me and find extra strength 
in my right arm with which to smack his cute rump ever harder. | was exhausted, 
temporarily, and allowed the boy to get up. 


He got in a few quick rubs of his blazing rear before | demanded that he left it to blaze 
unsoothed. | had him stand facing he wall, hands on head after removing his jeans and 
briefs completely. | would enjoy his redness and humiliation a while as | regained my 
strength for stage two. 


| decided to enter into a brief dialogue with him and to my surprise he continued to address 
me as Sir and he told me | knew how to spank really well, it had hurt much more than most 
guys who spanked him managed to achieve. | was flattered and pleased his discomfort was 
not being faked. After a fifteen minute respite and a glass of water | told him to go and pull 
open the drapes hiding the punishment horse. 


His face as he opened the curtains and saw the horse complete with restraining straps all 
ready in their various positions was a picture. The cocky grin disappeared and | could have 
sworn | saw him swallow hard. 


One big surprise though was that when | ordered him to bend over the horse, he not only 
bent right over it all the way, presenting his buttocks as a far better target than they could 
have been if he was failing to cooperate fully, he also sported an impressive erection! My 
suspicions were also aroused. | wonder, does this lad actually find the thought of a 
thrashing not quite as terrible as all that? 


| announced that no restraints would be resorted to at this stage, though | fully intended to 
enjoy securing him later in the proceedings. Unless of course he made any attempt to get 
up, in which event | would, | assured him, secure him instantly and deliver a truly memorable 
whipping for daring to defy me. 


| think the message was taken on board because he stretched slightly further over the horse 
until he was right up on his toes, tucked his genitals safely out of harms way and politely 
declared himself “Ready Sir!”. | deliberately made sure that he could see as two tawses and 
a broad leather strap were selected from the desk drawer and brought over to hang on 
hooks on the wall in front of the horse where he could gaze at them and wonder which would 
deliver the worst tanning. | ran my hand almost lovingly over first one then both buttocks, 
then gave each a really sharp smack before walking to the front and selecting a three tailed 
tawse. 


| held it under his nose for a moment and on hearing the words “Kiss it boy!” He obliged 
submissively. Thwackkk! Without further ado | lashed his bottom for the first time. A 
wonderfully resounding leather hitting flesh sound. 


Allowing no more than ten seconds for the heat and pain to register, | raised my tawse and 
struck again... 


Crackkk! 
Eight, nine, ten... 


Thwackkk! 


Every ten seconds a full-bloodied lash of the tawse to his poor bottom. Each seared both 
cheeks and bars of ruby red quickly developed. 


Twelve strokes.............. 
Fifteen strokes............ 
"Ahhh!" Christian yelped as a twenty-third stroke bit low and scorched the top of his thighs 


“Only my arse!” he both barked and pleaded. 


| said nothing but that was our agreement, this one stroke had been an accident and whilst 
no apology was offered by me, | made sure all further strokes lashed only his buttocks. 


“Nonsense!” | mocked, this is what you are here for boy! A THRASHING!” 


He shed tears 
of course, as 
anyone would 
when an end 
to their caning 
seemed so 
awfully far 
away. 


Thwackkk! A final tawse stroke cracked down. 
His tawsing was over. 
We were both sweating now. 


| decided to oil his tormented cheeks at this stage. | did 
not want them getting so raw that the skin broke that 
would ruin the beating | had’in store for him. 


As | oiled and massaged his leathered buttocks he purred 
with pleasure and made all manner of writhing 
movements almost as if he were being screwed. 
(Something that seemed an increasingly appealing 
prospect | might add, but it was not in any way part of the 
‘terms on which he reported to me this afternoon). 


| decided to forgo the use of the broad leather strap, for 
now at least. A god thorough caning was certainly to be 
the climax of our meeting, that much was certain but for 
now | had an unexpected urge to divert from my pre-planned agenda and to take Christian 
back over my knee for a second spanking; one that should cause him considerably more 
anguish now that his entire bottom had endured a tawsing. 


“Over here lad, quickly now, back over my knee!” | insisted and with a distinctly reluctant 
gait, the young man obliged me. 


“How sore is your bottom boy?” | asked as | ran my hand over his nicely oiled and gleaming 
red cheeks, 


“Very sore Sir’ he replied in earnest. 


“That's good, you do know | intend to give you a lot more and harder before we're done, 
don’t you?” | teased. 


“Sir” he replied | a resigned way. He clearly did not relish the prospect in the least. 


| decided to spell it out for him, not to take away any anxiety about what was next, but rather 
to increase his sense of foreboding. 


“| have decided to spank you again boy, and then, when you truly feel sorry for yourself, will, 
without hesitation, put you back over that horse, restrained this time..... and | will give your 
cute bottom a really, really good beating with several of my best canes!” | announced with 
relish. 


“You may start to plead for lenience whenever you feel you are ready to” | mocked, and with 
that | began spanking him all over again. 


Everything was different now, he tensed, flinched and moaned at every additional smack 
and there was no doubt whatsoever that he was suffering. This spanking was hurting him 
plenty. His legs started to kick up as he tried to cope with the fire that each extra series of 
smacks added to. 


“Owww! Come on Sir...that’d enough...surely?? 
Sir! It bloody hurts! “ 


The protests got louder and more and more heartfelt and by the time | relented ten minutes 
later, it was a submissive, badly smarting boy | had draped over my knee. | gave him 
another cold drink and he went out to the kitchen to have a cigarette, my only concession of 
the day so far. He came back in three minutes later, slightly recovered but walking oddly as 
his bottom muscles were well tanned and making him stiff. 


We both knew where things were headed and so with a sigh and a passing look in my 
direction that silently screamed “Please Sir, don’t cane me” he took himself over to the horse 
and bent his naked body back over it..... to be beaten. 


| sympathised with the already thrashed, well-and-truly spanked boy, of course | did, but | 
had waited patiently for weeks, months, maybe years for this situation and he was after all a 
willing receiver of my correction and was also being handsomely rewarded for his pains. No, 
there would be no softening of my attitude. My grim determination to cane this handsome 
young man was unstoppable. | selected a nice supple medium school cane from my 
collection and after a series of test strokes in the air, | wasted no further time, | took up 
position aimed.... 


And caned his wonderful bottom... hard! 


He shrieked so loudly after just four good strokes that | feared the neighbours might get to 
realise what was taking place in this respectable Fulham street. | had prepared for such 
eventualities however. | went to the desk, produced a highly efficient gag with a rubber ball 
in the centre of it and despite Christian's understandable unhappiness at it being fitted, | 
gagged the boy before announcing that he must endure the remainder of a full four dozen 
strokes before his caning was complete, and even then | might decide to spank him again 
before | let him leave. 


That meant forty-four more strokes to take; a nightmare of a sentence from his point of view 
but a nice long caning from mine. 


| admit | savoured his every muffled holler and whine as the rod punished his backside over 
and over. 


Gradually he tired, and by stroke number thirty he had quietened right down merely bucked 
and tensed as each additional stroke delivered its sharp message across both cheeks. 


He shed tears of course, as anyone would when an end to their caning seemed so awfully 
far away. We reached stroke forty-three and | stopped, or rather paused. | swapped canes, 
selecting a wicked borstal type 40” cane to finish him off with. | decided to risk the noise for 
the final six and | ungagged him. | told him that these would be the last six strokes he 
received today and that as a goodwill gesture | would forgo the delights of spanking his 
freshly beaten behind after all. 


To my surprise he thanked me for this. 


| wiped his swollen, well-lined bottom with an antiseptic wipe and then it was time for the 
short, but dreadful finale. 


“Count!” | demanded as the cane was already on its way to it’s target. 
"Vaaart.escssvesse< ONE!.....SIR! 
he cried out as the torment of the heavier cane seared across his arse. 


TWO SIR! “Oh please! No!” 
THREEE..»... Aaaahhh FOUR SIR PLEASE! 
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| had given two in quick succession and the effect was devastating. 


Two to go. Raised ridges had been created by the first four, and | feared a second stroke 
overlaying any of them would cut him badly. | therefore spared him, but delivered my last 
two low on his rump, both slicing into his tender under-curves. 


F,FIVE S,SIRI!!! He struggled to keep his composure, yet he knew it was all but over all 
credit to him, he raised his bottom up as proud of his back as the restraints allowed him and 
bravely, perhaps unwisely, he called out 


“Make it a good one!” 
Swishbhhhhhhhhhhhhh THWACKKKK! 


| obliged. The final stroke wrapped itself fully round his quivering bottom, burning yet another 
welt into both cheeks. The shriek he gave in response could have shattered glass. 


It was done, | had had my money's worth, and yes | would pay all over again to whip this 
handsome young man. He had kept his end of the bargain, taking all of the intense 
disciplinary measures | wished to impose upon him. 


Having untied him, | left him to shower (walking in to admire his well whipped form under the 
warm jet of water) and after a stiff drink, | handed him his envelope and a £50 bonus for “not 
being a baby”. 


He grinned as he climbed into the taxi | had called for him and his parting words were, 
“You've got my number... gimme a call sometime”. 
He was gone. 


| went inside to tidy the apartment and to relive every marvellous moment of the afternoon's 
pleasure. It'll be a number of weeks before that bottom is in pristine condition again and | 
don’t suppose he'll be ready to go through such a hiding for many a week, maybe never... 
BUT!......there must be others just as cute and just as obliging if the price is right!!! 


I smirked to myself at the thought of a second thrashing session with a second professional 
taker, and reached for the classifieds to ving the quest immediately. 
Hmm “Justin, 24yo ex-army_bo' ood ti 


“Justin”, 
| thought as | 
studied the 
photo of him 
provocatively 
thrusting his 
backside out 
for the 
camera.... 
“Yes, It could 
be youl!” 
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Business as Usual for Folsom Street Spanking Booth 


The last week of September saw the return of the traditional. Folsom Street Fair in San 
Francisco and the legendary “Spanking Booth” was as popular as ever. 


Despite the name “Spanking Booth” a lot more than over-knee spanking goes on 
there. The booth has a padded punishment “horse” and a high stool set up right in the 
middle of the street and volunteering members of the public can ask to be bent over 
and disciplined by being spanked, but the real crowd pleasers are the wallopings 
administered with an array of paddles and straps available, and wielded by some keen, 
accomplished punishers.. 


Punishments are mainly given on the bare backside and all are in full view of the 
appreciative crowd. 


Those being thrashed can decide whether to 
ask for a moderate tanning or more harsh 
treatment, though obviously nothing extreme 
is carried out at this event. 


Best of all, the “fees” or donations charged 
for each spanking all go towards local Aids 
Charities. 


Sounds like a whole lot of fun to us. 
Here is the first picture of this year’s event, 
hot off the presses. 


Nazi Rocket Scientist embraced American teaching methods 


This recently rediscovered photograph of WW2 German rocket scientist Verner von 
Braun shows that it was not only American citizenship he adopted after his Nazi chums 
were defeated, he evidently embraced American teaching methods during his college 
lecturing tours of the USA. 


(No idea why the student on his left is looking so cheerful, I'd say he was only minutes 
away from a well-paddled butt!) 
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School CP: Debate Rages in Letters to National Press 


Following on from a piece in The Independent Newspaper eel of today’s school 
children as “unteachable, disruptive and even 
dangerous”, a reader of The Independent (& man after 
my own heart) has responded that the absence of any 
form of corporal punishment in our schools ins almost 
entirely to blame for the current free-for-all in our 
schools. - 
He suggests that unpalatable as the politically correct 
may find it , CP in schools did not only keep order by 
administering a short, painful but ultimately harmless 
whacking to those that broke the rules, but more 
importantly the fear of such repercussions prevented 
the vast majority of pupils from behaving loutishly in the 
first place. He further suggests that it was not the pain 
of a caning or slippering that was the real deterrent, but 
the indignity and shame of having to bend over for a 
whacking in front of one’s classmates. 
He concludes by suggesting that the consensus 
amongst most pupils who witnessed another boy 
receiving a beating was that “the fool had got what he 
deserved”. 
The pro and anti caning debate shows no sign 
whatever of fading away even fourteen years after most 
schools and all State schools abandoned the practice. 
Is a renaissance for “the rod” a real possibility? We'd 


like to think so. 


Stop Press: 
“Mein Camp” — Hitler was Definitely 
Gay 


‘Weretat io Brage peed 9s Hoction sata wth sptcct to mt 


erranaaal wii 


Well, that’s the claim made by a German Historian, 
Professor Lothar Machtan in his newly published book, “Hitler's Secret - The Double 
Life of a Dictator. 


Amongst the many outlandish, possibly true claims are; 

i) Hitler was always gay and his later persecution of homosexuals was a simple case of 
him trying to exorcise his own sexuality. 

ii) In his student days he shared a home with a flamboyantly camp gay friend, who on 
one occasion at least kissed Hitler openly upon meeting him at a railway station. 

iii) He also had a number of other lovers including a man he met & fell in love with whilst 
in the army. Claims are also made that Hitler had crushes on everyone from his 
chauffeur to Rudolf Hess! 


iv) Finally the book claims that a dossier kept on Hitler's homosexual activities by 
Austrian Police and unearthed after the War, shows that he regularly hired Viennese 
rent boys! 


The Eva Braun affair and marriage in Hitler's last hours are, of course, dismissed as a 
smoke screen. 


All this seems as plausible as it is implausible. The great thing about books like this 
(for the authors anyway) is that with the subject a known mass murderer, and one who 
has been dead for more than fifty-six years, there is not the slightest risk of any of your 
claims being repudiated beyond question. 


(Might explain the “Arian” & Hitler Youth “looks” though!) 


Neil 


First Experiences 


bi caretaker finished mowing the school playing field. It was high summer and 
Duncan Sloan felt the sweat prickling the scalp under his wide-brimmed hat. He 
was relieved when the task was completed. He lifted the blades and rode the machine 
back to its shed. He locked the door and walked over to the swimming pool. 


Duncan was not yet 30. Tanned by the sun, arms made strong by heavy manual work. The 
school was deserted because of the summer holidays. However, there was one other 
person inside the swimming pool enclosure. Duncan's face tightened when he saw a naked 
figure sprawled out on the seating. Sixteen year old staying with his Gran who, as it 
happened, provided Duncan with lodgings. There were two women Duncan cared about, his 
fiance Mary and his landlady Mrs Meyer. The older lady loved her grandson but he was a 
selfish little brat who liked to wound with words. For Mrs Meyer's sake, Duncan agreed to 
share his room with Jason but found the youth a trial. The caretaker was orderly, unlike the 
youth who dropped clothes and left them for Mrs Meyer to pick up. 

Duncan sighed. It was infernally hot. He stripped off his clothes and stood at the edge of the 
pool. Then with a grace which belied his physique he dived into the pool. After swimming 
half a dozen lengths he clambered out of the water and lay face down on the bench above 
Jason. The youth lazily opened one eye and rolled over onto his back. Duncan frowned at 
the sight of Jason's penis and its pubic hair that the lad made no effort to cover up. 

When the sun had dried him, Duncan got dressed again. 

"Come on Jason", he said to the youth, "Your Gran will have lunch ready”. 

The boy muttered something but did get up. He stretched like a graceful young animal 
before pulling on a pair of blue lycra shorts. They walked in silence to Mrs Meyer's neat little 
cottage that adjoined the school. 

The old lady greeted them warmly. There was a smudge of flour on her lined face. They sat 
down at the table. Mrs Meyer asked Jason to say Grace. 

"For what we are about to receive please make us truly thankful” her grandson mumbled 
and the two adults said “Amen”. The meal was simple country fare and truly delicious. Jason 
ate as if he'd never seen food before. The two adults talked and enjoyed their meal. Then 
Jason burped loudly. 

“Please don't do that at the table” the old lady said, looking reproachful, "You might at least 
say ‘pardon’. 

The boy eyed her craftily. "Why should |? You're always picking on me. It's not fair! Anyway, 
you've got Alzheimers so who cares what you think!” 

The old woman's face turned ashen. Tears filled her eyes. She mopped them with her apron 
and fled from the room. Jason watched, gloating, knowing full well the harm he had done. 
Duncan flung down his napkin and went to find his landlady. She was sitting on her bed, 
sobbing. The caretaker sat beside her and hugged her tight. 

"There, there. Don't upset yourself. He's not worth it”. 

“But what if Jason said is true?" Mrs Meyer sobbed, ” | have been forgetful lately". 

“Listen to me”, Duncan said to his old friend, "Alzeheimers is a very terrible disease for both 
the sufferers and their families. | can think of no less likely candidate than yourself. All those 
crossword puzzles you do, That complicated knitting. The books you love to read". 

“But, Jason ..." 

"Jason is capable of great cruelty and he enjoys hurting’. Duncan's statement had an 
undeniable ring of truth. 


"It's an awful thing to say about your own flesh and blood but | think it is true". The old lady 
thought for a moment. "He really is a monster". She clasped her hand to her mouth as 
though trying to retract her words. 

"Right!" said Duncan. "Your husband would have soon taught Jason the error of his ways". 
Mrs Meyer looked at a faded photograph on a bedside table. "My Tom would have leathered 
the skin off Jason's backside. That's what he would have done". She sniffed. Duncan gave 
her a sympathetic squeeze and then left the room. 

There was no sign of the errant grandson. Duncan cleared the table and stacked the dishes 
next to the sink. Then he returned to the school and repaired a broken window-catch. 

Jason scuffed his feet along the highly polished tiled floor. He saw the caretaker hard at 
work but Duncan ignored him. Jason felt like a sad little boy. His destructive use of words 
had lost him friends at school and now he'd upset both his Gran and Duncan. He knew what 
he had said was very cruel and monstrously unfair. 

Duncan looked up at the slight figure. He put down the chisel. "| think you and | had better 
have a talk," he said to Josh. They went into a classroom and sat at two desks. Duncan sat 
down carefully onto a small chair, mindful of his big build. 

"Do you remember Mrs Muirhead? Your Gran's friend who used to give you homemade 
toffee? Delicious, it was. Well, she's got Alzheimers". 

"| didn't know", the boy whispered. 

"Well she certainly wouldn't know you. It is so sad when good people who survived the Great 
Depression and the Second World War are denied the opportunity to live out their old age 
with grace and dignity. Whatever made you say such a cruel thing to your Gran?" 

Josh thought for a moment. "I just say stuff to get a reaction, that's all". 

"Makes you feel big, does it, upsetting an old lady who thinks the world of you?" 

Josh shrugged. 

Duncan struggled to keep his voice calm. "I pity you. Carry on like this and you will have no 
friends. Your life will be empty, pointless but no more than you deserve". 

The youth felt a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach. He knew the truth in the caretaker's 
words. Josh respected the older man. He loved sharing the bedroom with him. Some nights 
when he was staying with his Gran he'd wake suddenly in the night. The sight of the big 
figure in the other bed was very reassuring and he went straight back to sleep again. 

"Funny we should be having this conversation in a classroom. Those old teachers knew how 
to correct a boy" Duncan said. "It is not enough just to say you're sorry. You have to pay for 
doing wrong". There was a long silence. "It's over 10 years since a cane was used in this 
school. The headmaster still has some in his cupboard. | think he was hoping the abolition 
was temporary, not permanent". Duncan looked at Justin. "I'll go and select a cane and bring 
it back here. If you really want to make amends, by the time | return you'll have those new- 
fangled pants down round your ankles and be bent over a desk". The caretaker left the room 
and went to the headmaster’s study. 

Jason had never had so much as a finger laid on him. Yet, in his heart he knew he deserved 
to be thrashed as hard as Duncan could lay it on. He stood up, walked to the front of the 
desk dropped his lycra shorts and bent over. The wood felt cool on his chest. 

The caretaker soon found a cane. He walked slowly back to the classroom. He doubted 
Jason would still be there until he caught a glimpse of the youth's pink bottom through the 
open door. Duncan stood beside Jason. "This will hurt" he said. "Like your cruel words hurt 
your Gran". 

He lifted the cane high in the air before slashing it across the waiting target. The youth felt 
fiery pain in his backside. The stick made another arc and thudded against flesh. Jason half 
twisted, trying to avoid the flying cane. Duncan just waited until the boy was back in position 


again. He put all his considerable force behind the next stroke. Jason wailed at the savage 
pain being inflicted onto his tender rump. 

‘Yell all you want' the caretaker thought, ‘It's music to my ears’. 

Again and again the cane struck Jason. His wails got louder with each hard stroke. His 
backside was layered with five raised welts. Duncan cracked the stick down one last time. 
Jason shrieked and slid to the floor. The caretaker watched as the boy shook with pain and 
fear, But then he pulled himself back upright and bent across the desk again. Duncan put 
the cane down and told the sobbing youth his punishment was over. Then the caretaker 
quietly left the room, closing the door behind him. Jason rubbed his blazing rump with his 
hand. How many other boys had done the very same thing in that old classroom? He feit the 
painfully swollen ridges of flesh. His sobs turned to hiccups. Slowly he pulled his shorts back 
up over his battered behind and then rubbed his eyes. He thought about the beating. Time 
had stood still but it probably took less than a minute. He remembered Duncan grunting with 
exertion, the thud the stick made against his buttocks and his own heartfelt yells. The fire in 
his backside had peaked and was now dwindling into a glowing sensation. 

- The caretaker 
replaced a hinge on 
the window. His 
thoughts were 
chaotic. He had acted 
without authority and 
against the law. He 
knew Jason was 
vindictive and would 
have no qualms about 
reporting him to the 
authorities. Denial 
was useless with the 
welts he'd carved into 
the youth's rump proof 
of the beating. Yet, in 
his heart he knew 
what he'd done was 
Some time later, Jason walked along the corridor. His eyes were a bit red but otherwise he 
looked fine. 

"Hold this window, will you?" Duncan asked, "The last screw is a devil". The youth hurried to 
help and together they finished the job. Then they went back to the cottage. 

Mrs Meyer was busy washing the lunch dishes. Jason rushed over and put his arm around 
her ample waist, giving her a hug. "I'm truly sorry, Gran", he said, "Please forgive me. | 
never meant what | said". She shushed him. Then Jason picked up a tea towel and dried the 
dishes for her. Mrs Meyer raised her eyebrows at her boarder but he just grinned, feeling 
very relieved. 

Later, when Duncan was alone with his landlady she commented on her grandson's 
welcome change in behaviour. 

"Well", said the caretaker, "| showed young Josh what a school cane looked like". He 
swallowed. "Actually, | gave him a practical demonstration". He rubbed his own muscular 
buttocks. 

"His first experience of corporal punishment will be the making of him", Josh's Gran said, her 
eyes shining. She was absolutely right. O 
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Island In Chains — Ten Years on Robben Island 


By Indres Naidoo 
Published by Penguin 1982 


Prisoner 885/63, you are charged with a breach of prison regulations in that on such and 
such a day you wrongly and unlawfully refused to obey a lawful command. What do you 
plead? The major looked at me sternly. 

Before pleading | would like to have my lawyer present. 

Well your lawyer didn’t come. Now what do you plead, guilty or not guilty? = 
| refused to plead without my lawyer being present and | asked for an adjournment to enable 
him to come, but the major refused my request and wrote that | had pleaded not guilty, 

ordering the trial to proceed. 

My attitude was to refuse to take any part in the proceedings, but the warders lied so much 
that | was provoked and found myself cross-examining. My main line of questions was that 
we had not refused to work but that the command we had disobeyed was not a lawful one. | 
asked, If the warder had ordered us to murder a fellow prisoner, would we not have been 
entitled to refuse to obey? 

The major was irritated and in his summing up he rebuked me for having taken up so much 
of his valuable time. ‘You are showing the same sort of disrespect here that the witnesses 
complained of; if you receive a command, any command you have to carry it out, and 
afterwards there arte proper channels for raising the matter, but first you must carry out the 
command. You are cheeky and arrogant and a bad example to the others. You are clearly 
the ringleader and your penalty will be four strokes corporal punishment. 

For the next two weeks | waited anxiously in my bare cell: there was nothing to sit on, 
nothing to do in the cell the whole day long, only a bible to read. We were supposed to have 
exercise twice a day for half an hour, but often we did not get it. The days were long and 
boring and | waited impatiently for the punishment, uncertain about my reaction, since up 
until then no political prisoner on the Island had been given lashes, and | was to be the first. 

Every Tuesday and Thursday at Leeukop we had heard screams coming from the hospital 
yard where lashes had been inflicted, terrible screams, and | thought of them again and 
again as | waited. The prisoners always yelled out Mama! Help! — loud animal cries of pain — 
but | had made up my mind that, no matter how painful it was, they would not hear a squeak 
out of me. 

Right in the centre of the yard was the whipping ‘Mary’, a sloping wooden frame with leather 
straps at the top and bottom. In front, | saw a burly chief warder, about six feet tall and 
weighing a good two hundred pounds, flexing his arms and standing nearby was the major, 
Doctor van den Bergen, and two or three other officials, with twenty or thirty warders in 
attendance. 

Lying on the ground were half a dozen heavy bamboo canes with leather grips at the thicker 
end, and | saw the chief warder pick them up one by one to test them, flashing them through 
the air and bending them. As each cane whistled down he kept saying he would make the 
coolie cry and the warders standing around in expectant little groups talked loudly among 
themselves about how | would scream, waiting impatiently for the drama to begin. 

One of the warders ordered me to remove my trousers; the doctor asked me if | suffered 
from any serious ailments and when | said ‘No’ he pronounced me fit for caning. 


19 


First, my hands were strapped high above my head and then as | lay at forty-five degree 
angle on the frame, my ankles were tied. 

My pants lay on the ground quite near me and, under the doctor's supervision, cushions 
were strapped on my back and over my thighs leaving only my backside exposed. 


A medical orderly dabbed iodine all over the exposed part, and | heard the burly chief warder 
saying, even more loudly than before, that he was going to kill me that day and that | would 
have scars for the rest of my life. He kept boasting how efficient he was, with years of 
experience, and the other warders egged him on, almost hysterical with excitement. 

In the meantime the doctor told me not to worry since it would not be too bad and would 
soon be over but even while he was talking | could hear the whistle of the cane. Next 
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moment it felt as though a sharp knife had cut right across my backside. There was no pain 
immediately but suddenly; my whole body felt it had been given an electric shock. | grabbed 
hold of the Mary with both my hands and clung tightly to it. 

The chief warder commented sarcastically, Oh, die koelie wil nie huil nie — the coolie doesn’t 
want to cry, and all the warders joined in the chorus. He went on to say that the next three 
strokes would land right on the cut; the medical orderly applied more iodine and this burned 
me even more than the caning. 

The doctor continued to speak to me, saying that it had not been too bad, and that one 
stroke had already gone. While he was talking | again became aware of the whistle of the 
cane, but this time | heard a loud cracking noise, followed by a cursing from the chief warder 
that he had missed. There had been some pressure on one of the cushions, but that was all 
| felt. 

The chief warder declared that that stroke would not count, but the doctor insisted that it 
would. The doctor then told me how lucky | was, and | heard the warders asking the chief 
what had happened. He told them that it had never happened to him before, but he would 
make up for it with the next two strokes. 

While the doctor was talking to me, once again | heard the whistling sound. There was 
another loud smacking noise and | felt a stab of pain on the backside, but not too much 
pressure. | realised the cane had landed mostly on the cushion, only the tip making contact 
with my flesh, and | heard the doctor shouting, ‘number three gone!’ and the chief warder 
loudly muttering, ‘Bastard. I’ve missed again.’ 

There was commotion among the warders who accused him of getting old and told him he 
was not doing his job properly. The orderly applied more iodine and the burning made my 
head spin; the doctor continued his conversation with me, repeating what he had said 
before. 

The last shot came whistling down and cut me right along the very line of the first cut. That 
stroke was so painful that | could hardly see in front of me. | was dazed, and strange shapes 
appeared in front of my eyes. | grabbed hold of the Mary and hung on to it as | tried to regain 
control of myself. 

in all that time | did not speak or groan and, as the chief warder marched away cursing 
himself, | heard the warders commenting angrily that | was refusing to cry. Once again | felt 
iodine being pressed into the wound, and the intense burning made me dizzy. | heard the 
doctor saying | had taken it well, and somebody loosened the straps. As my feet touched the 
ground | felt that | was going to collapse at any moment, everything seemed to be going 
round, and | heard the warder in charge saying abruptly that | must put on my pants and 
return to my cell. | asked which cell, and he indicated my normal one. 

As | bent down to pick up my shorts | could feel | was going to go down. My arse was as hot 
as fire, and when the tip of my shirt touched it it added to the agony. Holding my shirt up, | 
managed to pick up my trousers and realised that if | stood any longer and tried to put them 
on | would fall to the ground, so | decided to walk away with my pants in one hand and my 
shirt held up by the other. The distance was about one hundred yards and | moved along it 
unconsciously, wobbling on my feet, my head spinning, past all the warders. | was 
determined not to show any signs of weakening, and the warders just stood and watched me 
all the way to my cell, waiting for me to drop. One of them opened the cell to let me in and | 
saw that, for some reason or other, the prisoners had not been sent out to work that day. As 
| staggered inside there was absolute silence and the prisoners waited for me to say 
something. Then, in the midst of my comrades, with no warders around to see, | collapsed. 


The next two or three weeks | could hardly sit on my backside and at night | had to sleep on 
my stomach. The wound slowly healed but the scars remained for a long time, and to this 
day | still sleep on my stomach. © 
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Reader's, Compositioms: 
Caned at Cambridge 


t was December 1985 and | was about to head home at the end of my first term at 

Downing College, Cambridge. | was sitting in my first year reflecting on how the first 
term, Michaelmas term, had gone. Like most first year undergraduates it had been an 
amazing experience with so many new things to experience and new people to meet. 


However | was acutely aware that certain of my experiences were mine alone and were 
unknown to my fellow undergraduates. 

Six months before | had been completing my A levels at a minor public school. The school 
had reasonable academic strengths with a good mix of sports. It had, even during my time, 
become broader in its intake of middle class boys. Corporal punishment had been dropped 
in 1980 just at the age when | may have been subject to it, although | was a pretty well 
behaved boy. Most of the masters had high concerns for our well-being. 

By 17 and the A levels that summer | was desperate to get to Cambridge: my father had 
been at Pembroke and everyone who had gone there from the school seemed to have a 
great time. Like all obsessions at 17 | was utterly fixated by the idea and the 2As and a B 
which Downing had offered me. | had been worried that my English literature A level could 
let me down: | needed to get an A and the English master, Mr Symons seemed disinterested 
in our progress. 

Symons was also my house master and as a senior boy | spent a fair amount of time in his 
study where | began to realise how much he liked to drink. During my last year | noted his 
frequent trips to the kitchens for drink at all times of night. My room was near his study and it 
was here, one fateful evening in May, that my passion for the A developed in a plan to look 
at the English papers which | knew had arrived while Symons was off searching for drink. | 
knew from experience he left his door on the latch during his sorties. 

That night | slipped in while he was in the kitchens and managed to find out the key 
information: the characters of the Shakespeare plays who were the subject of the questions 
and the themes questions in the modern books section of the A level paper. 

That was the key and by October | found myself at Cambridge University. Downing was a 
great college. Within days | had met excellent people, found out more about girls than ever 
before, rowed and joined the seconds rugby and football. Early on | met Mr Simpson. He 
was a young research fellow, about 28. He was not yet a "Dr" and was young at heart, 
playing occasional rugby with us followed by boozy evenings in his rooms. Young fellows 
often lived in College and his free alcohol proved a great hit. | also found out that he had 
gone to the same school as me in the seventies. 

One evening in late October, at another boozy evening in his rooms, the inevitable "truth" 
game had been suggested. Incredibly relaxed, drunk and not a little risque | blurted out that | 
had cheated on something important in the past. | thought nothing more of it as everyone 
else hinted at sexual impropriety, the odd theft. 

A few days later | received a note in my pigeonhole from Mr Simpson to see him before Hall. 
| duly bounded in but he seemed much more reserved than normal. He asked me to sit 
down. He said he had been shocked about my revelation of cheating not just because of 
what | had said but because he had kept in touch with our old school and knew many of the 
teachers remaining. One was a contemporary of his. Simpson explained, in grave tones, that 
Mr Symons had just been suspended because an enquiry had been held regarding the A 
level English literature papers. An on-the-spot check in June by the examining board had 
indicated lax security of papers. The school had hushed it up and the examining board had 
said that the higher grades on the paper would not be affected. Simpson said he had been 


24 


to the College Office and checked my application form, predicted grades and my final result. 
Then he asked me directly if | had cheated. 

| was so stunned | said nothing at first and dropped my head. 

"| will take that as a yes". 

| was shattered about the indiscretion and that this man knew about it. Simpson said nothing 
for five minutes, seemingly deep in thought. 

"| have a choice Sykes. | can turn you in to the school and the examining board. But | am not 
sure that would be good for the school, the board and you." 

"Yes Sir" | replied. | felt as if | was back at school. 

"Sykes. If this had happened when | was at school, you know | think the school would have 
hushed it up then. But | know for certain that the miscreant would have been punished for 
what he did.” 

There was another long pause. “Sykes. Do you accept that you should be punished for 
cheating?”. 

"Yes Sir - but | want to stay at Cambridge, sir. Please". My voice was quivering as all | could 
see was doom about me. 

Then in a matter of fact way, Simpson stood up. He moved over to me and dragged me up. 
"Sykes. | am going to offer you a way out. | think you put the school's reputation in jeopardy 
through your foolishness. | should really tell Downing and have you thrown out. But that 
would also reflect badly on the school. If this had happened 10 years ago you would have 
been beaten and kept under watchful eye until it was thought you had been properly 
punished. Here's the deal. If we act as if this is 1975 | am happy to dish out to you what you 
would have got and keep an eye on you for the first of the term". 

| looked at him in disbelief. "You mean, er, cane me for this...and then forget about it’. 

His face darkened: "You are not listening to me Sykes. First, any caning would be, as we 
used to call it, a trio, the maximum punishment allowed and | would have to monitor your 
progress here for transgressions. It would be like, in effect, having an extra term from school 
here." 

| could not believe this but perhaps there was something in it. "Yes sir. What is a trio sir?". 
"It was the harshest beating allowed. A boy would be caned over three different evenings by 
his housemaster. The first evening he would be caned in his school uniform and receive 
twelve strokes. Two days later he would return and be caned in his rugby or football shorts 
and receive another twelve. Two days later would be the final session. Depending on the 
master the twelve strokes would be administered with the boy wearing either swimming 
trunks or, occasionally, bare." 

"It sounds to me as we were fortunate it was banned" | half-joked. That was a mistake. 

"| got in once Sykes. Yes, it hurt hard but it did me a lot of good. Your behaviour has been 
disgraceful and you don't deserve that chance." 

He was angry and cursed under his breath. : 

"| am not going to mess around Sykes. This is my final word. Tomorrow night is a major Hall. 
You can give your excuses. The choice is yours. If you arrive here at 7pm prompt, bring you 
sixth form school jacket, tie and trousers - | know you will have kept it for reunions here. If 
you are not here at 7pm you know what | will do. Now get out." 

Within seconds | was sitting in my first year room in complete shock unable to comprehend 
the evening's events. My first feeling was a sick one of being so close to being found out and 
losing my place at Cambridge. How could | guarantee that Simpson, whom | barely knew, 
did not just want to thrash me because he liked to do so, and then turn me in? 

| decided before | slept that | had to trust him. In the morning | then turned to the punishment 
he had in mind. It sounded very painful but then Simpson had taken it and no doubt a 
thousand other boys before me at the school: it could not be that bad could it? 
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My mind was made up. | put my old school clothes in a rucksack and made the short journey 
across the courtyard to Simpson's rooms. 

| heard a local clock strike seven and knocked on the door. Simpson opened it. 

"So, you have made your decision. You can change in my study." 

| walked into his study and closed the door. | was shaking as | heard some movement of 
furniture next door. | looked at myself in the mirror. It was if the past six months had not 
happened: blazer, school time (a neater knot than it was when | was there mind) and black 
school trousers. | went out in the small hall and knocked. 

"Enter." 

| walked in gingerly. Simpson had cleared a space in his main room. A heavy chair was 
placed in the middle. Simpson was wearing his suit but had put on his fellow's gown. More, 
to me anyway, amazing was that he was holding a long cane in his right hand. 

"Stand in front of the chair". 

| did so and placed my hands behind my back. 

"Andrew Sykes. You are here because you have broken the school's rules. Not any old rules 
but fundamental and very serious rules that affect the school's reputation. You have cheated 
in examinations. | have decided that the appropriate punishment is the maximum permitted 
under the school's corporal punishment procedure: you will receive a trio of canings." 

This formality unnerved me even more. 

"You will now receive twelve strokes of the cane across your backside. You will count the 
strokes as you are punished. If | do not hear you call out the number of the stroke we revert 
to stroke one. Do you understand Sykes?" 

"Yes Sir". 

"Bend Over". 

Somehow | could not believe the order to “bend over". It happened to characters in the 
Dandy and Beano at their schools of catapults and stink bombs. Now it was happening to 
me. | had seen enough cartoons to guess what | had to do. | moved slowly forward to the 
seat of the chair and placed both knees upon it. Then | leaned forward over the top of the 
very solid chair. Slowly | positioned my arms down the back of the chair becoming ever 
conscious that my backside was rising to the position where | would be caned. 

"Do you accept you deserve to be punished in this way, Sykes?" 

More ceremony. "Yes Sir". 

| felt a twitch at the end of the blazer and | was suddenly aware that the cane was a 
substantial and swaying instrument, here being used to flick the ends of my blazer up to lie 
on my back. | was acutely aware of my backside now being exposed. 

| shivered as the cane, now somehow more substantial than it looked in Simpson's hand 
was being subtly placed on my backside. Simpson must be taking aim. 

"| want you to count down from five to one". 

| was hanging on with some trepidation and so this request left me even more surprised but 
adrenalin dictated | could call out the numbers. As | reached "two" and then "one" my heart 
raced. The cane had been relatively still during this period. | sensed it had now been lifted 
from my backside. 

The sound of the cane swishing through the air was much louder than | expected. Then 
came a hard sound. My backside had been caned. | moved with the cane, like a golf stroke, 
before realising | had a very sharp pain on my rear end. 

"One sir". 


As | looked down at the floor disbelieving | was being caned | became aware the cane had 
returned to my backside, again to take aim. Swish, crack and "two sir" followed. 
Stroke six really hurt and | had to suppress a cry before biting my lip and saying "six sir". 
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After that the pain seemed to heat up my backside and saying the number of the stroke 
became more difficult. But | became, like the stubborn schoolboy | had found difficult to 
leave behind, determined not to get extra strokes. 

After “Eleven sir’ there was a longer gap than normal which made things worse as the 
stinging set in. | sensed Simpson had taken a few paces back. | lowered my head. In doing 
s0, | could see his feet move which made the anticipation all the worst. | was not wrong. 
There was an even louder swish and crack than before. | had to hold tightly to the back of 
the chair before stuttering, “twelve sir’. 

| did not want to get up and after the formality of pre-caning | was not sure of the form. 
"Get up Sykes. You have been caned twelve times - your punishment for this evening is 
over". 

Standing up was a slow process. | staggered back a little as my blazer fell gently back. 

"You took your punishment well Sykes. It must be hurting. | will see you in two days’ time at 
7pm. You need only bring your college football shorts. Go and change and leave quietly.” 
Simpson then held out his hand. | looked at him: he was inscrutable which made me feel he 
was right to do this to me in a business-like way. | shook his hand and went into his study. 
Changing back to jeans took some minutes. | did not want to look but | noted from the 
boxers | changed that there were some faint red marks. : 

As | crossed the courtyard | could hear the Hall dinner chatter. A world away from the 
schoolroom situation of a few minutes before. Back in my room, | lay on my front since | was 
sure it would be difficult to sit down - just as the comic characters experienced. Lying on my 
bed, | cried a little. | then looked down to see my college football shorts lying on the floor 
with the rest of my kit. They were the standard nylon type that covered only to the bottom of 
the buttocks. | closed my eyes in dread at the little protection they would provide. At least 
these twelve strokes had been across school trousers and boxer shorts. 

| dropped my head. Two days to go. & 
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Dear Dr. Stern, 


TI have an unusual request for information and 
wondered if you could help. A friend and myself 
enjoy CP activities but we don’t really like 
sessions that are too serious in tome or over- 
formal, we prefer to treat a tanned backside as a 
but of fun, though we smack and whack 
convincingly hard when the time comes . 

What we are really looking for is a “game” 
involving CP that we can play, possibly with two 
other friends who are joining us for Christmas 
this year. I have a particular liking for school 
type CP whereas my friend is not bothered what 
guise his smackings come in. 


Nigel B. (Colchester 
Dr Stern replies; 


As it happens Nigel, yes, I can help you with 
this. By sheer coincidence I have been asked to 
try out various CP games over the years, some 
of them steeped in role-play of one kind or 
another, others little more than a random 
numbers generator so that types of implement, 
number of strokes and so on can be dictated by 
the turn of a card, throw of a dice or whatever. 


I have even seen one ingenious punishment 
game based on the age-old cricket game of 
“Howzat” where two metal hexagonal tubes 
are rolled to decide events. 

I am currently “test driving” a highly 
Entertaining computer-based game called 
“SixoftheBest” appropriately enough. 


Now I know that our dear old Editor will roll 
his eyes to the heavens and reach for his red 
crayon when he reads of this plug for a 
computer —based product when many of you 
do not own a PC. However, many of you do 
own one and this game is enough fun to make 
mention of it a veritable duty! 


It can be played by as many people as you like. 

Basically, it can be configured for male or female 

participants, and after selecting the various male ’ 
options, one finds oneself knocking on the door of 

the Headmaster’s Study. The first of many voice 

announcements is the gruff Headmaster inviting 

you, the boy sent to him, to “Enter!” 

(Later instructions from the Head include the 

inevitable “Bend Over! And “I hope that’s 

taught you a lesson boy!”) 


Setting up the game one can select how often a 
lesser punishment such as lines is awarded 
instead of CP , and various other limits can be set 
so that the game can be played within mild or 
quite harsh parameters. The “jackpot” is a full 
one hundred stroke caning! - but you can remove 
this or set it to only crop up once in every 500 
visits to the study. 

Forgetting one’s pupil number, a member of 
Staff's name and so on can all earn a boy extra 
strokes, as can making excuses instead of simply 
accepting the random number of strokes 
awarded. 


Punishments include canings of course, but also 
spankings, the tawse, paddle or even the whip! 
You can select your preferred primary and 
secondary implements when setting the game up, 
but not later , at the moment of sentencing. 

A good way to play is for one person, the person 
setting up the game to set all the options and then 
for one or two “boys” to sit and knock at the 
Study door. 


When a caning is required, you of course 
administer the set number of strokes in real life, 
as hard or as lightly as you have agreed with the 
other players. 


To set the pace and add to the atmosphere the 
strokes can appear in a “countdown” on the 
screen and a loud cracking sound of implement 
striking buttocks is heard at the proper intervals. 
You can even have the sounds of other boys in the 
Study ahead of you yelping as they take their 
beatings.There are lots of other nice touches to 
this school game, too many to mention here, but 
the best news of all is; it is completely free! 

You can’t lose (well, your bottom can of course, 
big time!) 

This is without doubt a pre-Christmas “must” 
for any Report Monthly reader with a PC or if 
you don’t, why not ask a friend with one who 
shares your taste for correction to download it 
and you can pop over to their place to act out the 
scenarios and sentences. 


If not in the mood to play at any time, one can 
also learn something by clicking on the buttons 
below the picture of each of the implements for a 
potted history of the item and some very useful 
and sensible tips on how to administer it, the 
giver’s best position and so on. Great stuff. 

It’s available now at 


www.gwnt00030.pwp.blueyonder.co.uk 
/spanking 


Dear Dr. Stern, 


It's a Christmas question (I know it is only 
September, so shoot me!, but if you reply in 
October it won't be that far from the right time to 
start buying Xmas items) Do you know of 
anywhere 1 can buy Christmas cards with a 
spanking theme?1I know it sounds daft, but all my 
friends gay and straight know that a smacked 
bottom turns me on so I thought I'd have fun 
sending them all cards along spanking lines this 
year, but where to find them? Don't say gay book 
& magazine shops, they've proved a lemon so far. 
Jason (London W14). 


Dr. Stern replies; 

I won't shoot you for mentioning that word in 
September, but I may well beat you. Sadly no, I 
do not now of anyone making or selling CP 
Christmas Cards. It’s an amusing idea though. 
Why not consider making your own? I’m told 
by those in the know that homemade cards are 
very fashionable this year. Why not go a stage 
further and if your spanking designs look good, 
print up more than you need and sell sets of a 
dozen through the Trade Ads page in this 
magazine! If they’re good I for one might order 


a dazen Dr Stern 


Recollections From Schoo! 


School Boy Ca ning 


on cane was not used in my first schoo! but the second school | went to was noted 
for corporal punishment. We were punished not only by the masters but also by 
the prefects. One of the prefects had spotted me outside the school without my cap. 
This was considered a serious offence and he told me to report to his study after 
lessons. 


| nervously knocked on the door and entered when called. | had hoped | might be let off with 
a lecture or even lines but as | entered the room, | noticed that a chair had been placed in 
the middle of the floor and a cane was lying on the desk. So this was going to be my first 
experience of corporal punishment. After a short lecture on my misdemeanour, he said, "I 
am going to have to teach you a lesson and | think you know what that is." | nodded, glanced 
at the cane and hung my head. Then he asked: "Have you ever been caned before?" When 
| said | hadn't, his face lit up with a smile. | found out afterwards that there was great 
competition among the prefects to give new boys, unused to corporal punishment, their very 
first caning. Most new boys were caned within a day or two of arrival, usually for breaking 
some minor rule of which they were unaware. The boys compared their experiences while 
the prefects discussed which boys had the best bottoms and how they reacted under the 
cane. The boys with the most attractive bottoms were in demand for caning. 


The prefect continued: “This will be an experience you will never forget and it will be my 
pleasure to oblige you. Right, take off your jacket and go and stand behind the chair.” As | 
did so he could see that | was trembling and gave another smile. "Now, drop your trousers.” 
| had half expected this and | unbuckled my belt and undid my trousers and they slid to the 
floor. "Underpants as well.” "Please not bare!" | begged. | found out later that prefects were 
only allowed to cane across trousers but they all caned on the bare bottom as they enjoyed 
seeing their handiwork. Any boy refusing to drop his underpants would receive extra strokes 
and some said the cane stung as much if not more through trousers. But the prefect gave 
me such a fierce look at my defiance that | submissively pulled my underpants right down to 
my ankles. | stood there fidgeting, wondering what to do next. He went over to the desk and 
picked up the cane. He walked slowly over to me, flexing it in both hands. He was obviously 
relishing the prospect of caning me. Then came the words | had been dreading. "BEND 
OVER!" So this was it: time to assume the caning position and submit my bare bottom to his 
mercies. As | went down over the chair he said, "Put your legs apart and bend right over as 
far as you can and hold on to the chair legs." | heard him swishing the cane as | leant across 
the chair and reached forward, grasping the legs. My hips slid over the back of the chair and 
my bottom was lifted up and presented at just the right angle for caning. My shirttail was still 
giving me some protection until | felt it being pulled right back past my waist. "Hmm, not 
bad,” he said. | felt very embarrassed and exposed in this position but at the same time | 
sensed a strange guilty feeling of excitement. | heard him take up his caning position at the 
side of the chair and he gently stroked the cane across my bottom for some time. 

“Right,” he said, “I'm going to give you six. | don't go easy on first timers. You will learn what 
a proper caning is like so that you won't be tempted to break the rules again., You may howl 
as much as you like but if you stand up or move out of position, you will get two extra strokes 
each time. Are you ready?” "Yes," | replied weakly. My bottom became the focus of attention 
for both of us. | could sense him staring at it to judge where to lay on the first stroke and | 
was trying to imagine how much my bottom was going to hurt. | seemed to have been 
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waiting for some time when the first stroke caught me by surprise. There was a sudden 
terrifying swish as the cane sliced through the air, followed by a crack. For a split second | 
felt nothing, then there was a flood of stinging pain that intensified to an unbearable level 
before it slowly began to subside. | couldn't believe how much it hurt. | yelped and squirmed 
trying to get some relief. "ONE!" he counted. He must have been pleased with my reaction to 
my first ever stroke of the cane. "How does that feel?" he asked. My bottom felt as though it 
was on fire after just one stroke. "It hurts, it really hurts!" | blurted out. "It's meant to. It's the 
only way to keep you boys in line." The pain of the first stroke was easing when | heard the 
swish of the cane again. This time | knew what to expect and | braced myself by gripping the 
chair legs tighter. The pain was even worse than the first stroke and again went on 
increasing after the initial impact. "TWO!" | heard him intone and | realized that | had four 
more stinging cuts to come. | couldn't imagine how | would be able to take them. | just 
wanted to get it over with quickly but it seemed like ages before | heard the cane singing in 
the air again as it delivered the third dose of searing pain. This time | let out a stifled scream. 
"THREE!" | longed to stand up and rub my burning bottom but | remembered what he had 
said, so | gripped the chair legs even tighter and gritted my teeth. Once again | heard the 
shrill whistling of the cane and | wriggled my bottom vainly trying to avoid that stinging cut. | 
= as al my bottom was being cut open. | screamed out, | couldn't help it. "FOUR! 
eep still! 


ign enmia Se =| fie As the cane swished down for the fifth 

gn Bie iz) time, | found myself sobbing quietly as 
| realized that all this pain was being 
deliberately inflicted on me by another 
person. "FIVE!" | felt completely alone 
and helpless in my agony. "I'm sorry," 
| whimpered, "I won't do it again. 
Please not so hard." One more to go! 
But | couldn't imagine how | could 
bear the cane again. Each stroke had 
been more painful than the one before 
and | didn't think | could take any 
more. He must have been pleased 
that he had broken me and ignoring 
my pleas, he made the final stroke the 
hardest. This time the swish seemed 
to last longer and the pain was 
indescribable as the cane cut into my 
poor bottom already red raw and 
: throbbing from the first five. "SIX!" 
Right," he said, "do you think you have learned your lesson." "Yes," | sobbed and then to my 
amazement | heard myself say, "Thank you." Although | was relieved it was over, | was 
somehow sorry that | was no longer submitting myself to corporal punishment and | felt 
proud that | had got through it and now knew what a proper caning was like. "Stand up," he 
said, but | felt so sore that | didn't want to move. “Hurry up! | haven't got all day" | stood up 
and began rubbing my glowing backside. | could feel the swelling of each weal. 


| stared at the cane with respect now realizing just how effectively it could inflict pain and 
how it could feel like a red-hot poker. “Pull your trousers up." Gingerly | pulled my 
underpants over the weals and then my trousers. He watched with interest seeming to enjoy 
my discomfort. "You took your caning quite well for a first timer. Some boys cry like little 
girls. You've got quite a nice bum and | shall enjoy your next visit to my room." © 
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Disciplined Lives - 8 


Another in our occasional series of the effects of Childhood discipline 
This month: 


Three for the Whip 


Bore Harry Wallace went to golf he assigned the task of supervising his two 
younger sons, Paul and Brian, to James, who was eighteen years of age. 


Both Paul, who was just twelve months younger than James and Brian, who had just turned 
sixteen, were given firm instructions that they were to mow the lawns and to clean the 
garage and that their brother would be responsible to see that the job was done 
satisfactorily. 

However, when Harry arrived home exhausted at the end of a long day on the golf course he 
was confronted with a problem and he was certainly not in the frame of mind to tolerate such 
a situation. 

He saw that neither of the two boys had completed the tasks he had assigned them as a 
punishment for their misbehaviour during the past week. 

James was already in bed watching television and Paul had just come out of the shower. 
Brian was nowhere to be seen. 

"Paul. | left you and Brian a job to do today and it's not done. Why and where is Brian?" their 
father asked. 

"| don't know," the boy replied. 

"Great, | leave you to do a job as punishment for disobedience and we have even more 
disobedience around here. Get James in here immediately." 

"Yes, Sir." 

Paul summoned his elder brother and the two lads stood sheepishly in front of their father. 
James, who had been responsible for supervising the two boys was asked for an 
explanation. 

Before he could even speak, Brian came in the door, clad in his football gear and carrying 
his football. 

"And just where have you been, young man? It's after eight o'clock. You're not supposed to 
be out this late." 

"I've been at the park, Dad, playing football." 

"And what should you and Paul have been doing?” 

"We were supposed to clean the garage, Sir," Brian replied. 

"It doesn't look too clean to me. In fact, it doesn't look as though you've done a thing." 
Addressing Paul, he asked why he didn't have the sense to commence the work on his own 
rather than waiting for Brian to come home. 

"| kept expecting Brian to come back, Sir," he replied and added ina rather hesitant tone, 
"and | didn't see why | should do it on my own." 

"| think it might have been a little more sensible if you had started. At least you wouldn't be in 
trouble now as well." 

"And what do you have to say about this, Son," he asked, addressing James. "I put you in 
charge to supervise and | expected you to at least act responsibly and do the task | gave 
you!" 

"Brian asked me if he could go to the park for a while and promised he would be back by 
lunch time, so | said they could wait until after lunch to start the work," James replied. 

“And this is after lunch time?" he asked. "Your brother has just come home!" 
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"I told them if the work wasn't finished it would be their own fault if they were punished." 
James said. 

"| think it's time you all had a good dose of punishment. I'm quite sure you know my attitude 
to disobedience and the consequences for disobedience.” 

“Why, me?" asked James. “It wasn't my fault Brian didn't come home.” 

"No, but as | explained to you, it was your fault you allowed him to go out in the first place. 
You were put in charge and your sense of responsibility stinks! Or wouldn't you agree, 
James?" 

“But | tried, Dad." 

"You might have tried, but quite obviously not well enough. The three of you are going to get 
a damn good hiding. You, Paul and Brian for not doing what you were told and also you, too, 
James. If | give you a job to do, | expect you to do it properly. You're supposed to be adult 
but you still behave like a child and that's why you're going to be punished like a child. Do 
you understand?” 

"Yes, Sir." 

“Brian, you can strip to your briefs. Paul, as you've just come out of the shower, | think you're 
really going to feel this thrashing, aren't you, boy?" 

"James, go and get me both the cane and the whip and we'll start with you as an example. 
As for you two, | trust you can understand that it's basically your fault that James's going to 
be flogged." 

There was no doubt that the three of them were regretting the added disobedience that had 
occurred. Harry Wallace loved his sons dearly but he was determined, for their own good, 
that it was most necessary for them to learn obedience. 

From experience, both he and the boys knew that the best way to learn obedience was for 
them to be given a good flogging across the bare buttocks. 

The cane was a metre length strip of relatively thick but flexible bamboo and the leather 
whip, whilst slightly shorter, was about eight centimetres wide and split into four supple 
thongs at the receiving end. 

The pain was excruciating, but providing it was given severely and in sufficient quantity, the 
results were generally lasting and most effective. Whenever it was necessary to give the 
boys punishment, Harry always ensured that it was given with sufficient intensity. 

The boys were frequently given both a caning and a whipping to emphasise the punishment 
but on occasions, the lads would be given a choice. If the caning were to be chosen by the 
boys for their punishment, although it would be a solid punishment, they would be given 
twice as many strokes as it was considered to be much less severe than the leather whip. 
The three boys dreaded the coming punishment! 

James returned quickly with the whip and the cane and placed both on the dining room 
table. He was instructed to remove his boxer shorts. He did so instantly and stood at 
attention awaiting the next command. 

“Fifteen strokes of the whip or would you prefer the cane?” James was asked. 

"I'll take the whipping, please, Sir." 

First, it meant fifteen less strokes, but secondly as the eldest, he felt obliged to set an 
example and to take the more severe punishment. 

James handed his father the whip and then immediately approached the table. He spread 
his feet apart as far as possible so his buttocks would take the full force of the flogging and 
he bent down low across the table. 

“Paul. Brian. Witness your brother's punishment!" 

They waited for what seemed line an eternity whilst his father repeatedly flexed the whip and 
then gently positioned the split ends across his son's bottom, ready to take aim and to 
commence the beating. 
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He drew the whip back high over his shoulders in readiness for the first stroke. It flew 
through the air culminating in a loud thwack as the four supple thongs of leather were laid to 
rest across James's naked bottom. 

It was the custom for the recipient to count the punishment and as it flayed across James's 
buttocks, the lad called, "One, Sir." 

And so the flogging continued. . . "Two, Sir... Three, Sir... Four, Sir. . . Five, Sir.. . Six, 
Sir." 

James realised that the next stroke lacked the intensity of the earlier lashes and knew that if 
he didn't advise his father, he could be in for a caning as well. 

"Sir, the last stroke needs to be repeated,” he advised his father. 

His father paused, and again lightly flexed the whip before it again cut across the boy's 
buttocks. 

"Seven, Sir. . . Eight, Sir... Nine, Sir... Ten, Sir... Eleven, Sir. . . Twelve, Sir. . . Thirteen, 
Sir. . . Fourteen, Sir. . . . Fifteen, Sir." 

"Get up, now, Son and put your shorts back on." 

"Thank you, Sir. Next time you put me in charge I'll do a better job." 

James stood in immense pain as the four thongs had each torn savagely at his flesh on no 
less than sixteen occasions. His buttocks were raw. 

"Now, observe your brothers’ punishments. Paul, what's it to be the cane or the whip?" 

"If James can take a whipping, | can too, Sir." 

"Then remove the towel and get over the table!" 

"Do | get the same, Sir?” 

"Yes, boy. Fifteen lashes.” 

And so Paul dropped the towel and bent as low as he could over the dining room table. 
The lad counted each stroke as the whip savagely lashed across his buttocks. 

"One, Sir. . . Two, Sir... Three, Sir... Four, Sir. . . .Five, Sir. . . Six, Sir... Seven, Sir... 
Eight, Sir." 

He lasted just eight strokes before he screamed as the four leather thongs struck his bare 
backside. 

“Paul. Do you want to change to the cane? You may if you wish." 

"No, Sir," the boy replied. "I've only get seven more lashes and if you change to the cane I'll 
have fourteen to go. I'd prefer to complete the punishment with the whip but I'm sorry, Dad. It 
hurts so much | just can't stop yelling." 

"Well, you'd better try, Son, or you'll have no choice but to take a caning." 

"I'll do my best," the boy replied and held his breath as he awaited the next blow. 

And so the punishment continued. Fifteen strokes of the whip in fact meant sixty cuts with 
one of the end thongs and he felt every one of them! The last two strokes were so severe 
that the leather thongs had cut into his skin. 

"Punishment is completed. You may get up now, Paul,” his father advised. 

Although Paul was seventeen and with a solid build, he was totally unable to take a good 
flogging without breaking into tears. His reaction was certainly of no help to Brian who knew 
he was next in line for punishment. 

“Thank you, Dad," said Paul as he stood. "I'm sorry for my disobedience. It won't happen 
again." 

"| certainly hope not, Paul. Because the next time | see any sign of disobedience you can 
expect exactly the same sort of treatment again. Do you understand?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"Now, your turn young Brian. Briefs off, please. How do you want your punishment?" 

"How many am | going to get, Dad?" 

"Twelve, Son."” 
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"May | have half the punishment with the 
cane and the other half with the whip, 
please?" 

"You may, but that will mean six strokes of 
the whip and twelve cuts of the cane. Do you 
understand?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"Right, Brian. We'll start with the caning. Get 
yourself over the table," commanded his 
father. 

Brian bent low and held the other side of the 
table to steady himself. The cane was gently 
positioned across his buttocks and then the 
blows commenced. The cane swished 
across his buttocks, and the lad commenced 
the count. Rie 
"One, Sir. . . Two, Sir. . . Three, Sir... Four, Sir." 
James and Paul stood at attention, observing their young brother's punishment, as 
instructed. They were impressed that the boy had not yet audibly screamed; yet they knew 
he was screaming 'on the inside’. 

James really felt for Brian, who was so much younger than himself." 

"Dad," he interrupted. "How about just giving Brian the whipping and I'll take the rest of the 
caning for him? | don't think he can take another eight cuts of the cane as well." 

"If James is willing to take part of his punishment, I'd like to take part of it, too," added Paul. 
"All right, then. Four cuts each. O.K.?" 

"Yes, Sir," both boys agreed. 

"Get up, Brian. I'll give you your whipping after your brothers take the rest of your caning. 
"Sir, it's my fault. I'll take the rest of the punishment," Brian pleaded. They've both been 
whipped already." 

"Oh, get up before | change my mind and | cane the three of you!" 

The two eldest boys again stripped and, in turn, each was called to the table to receive four 
very heavy cuts of the cane on the bare buttocks. 

For both of them, the punishment was extremely painful as their buttocks were so tender 
after their whipping. 

Nevertheless, they took this additional punishment for the sake of their younger brother. 
Following this additional punishment, Brian was told to resume his position over the dining 
room table as his father reached for the whip. Having avoided such a large part of his 
caning, his father was determined to really lay it on with the whip so the boy would learn 
from his punishment. 

Brian took a strong lashing with the whip, crying uncontrollably as he counted each of the six 
strokes. 

Punishment completed, the boy stood and thanked his father. He also apologised for his 
disobedience and he thanked his brothers profusely for taking part of his punishment. 

"It was my fault that we were all punished tonight and I'm really sorry," he said. To make 
amends for his misbehaviour Brian was instructed by his father to complete the cleaning of 
the garage entirely by himself. 


He was warned that if he slipped up this time, he would take all the punishment himself. But 
the lesson he had learnt was long lasting and ensured that he did the job perfectly. As for 
James, the eldest, he was determined that whenever left in charge again, he would ensure 
that everything was carried out to his father's satisfaction. + 
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www. aeservices.cwc.net a 
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4 school prefect, 30’s, 


- ~ gives/takes traditional 
Send SAE to John Gray, disci pline. 
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Close NEC/Airport/M6/M42 
Leicester LES 12ZQ. Call 0794 122 7048 


JASON JUNIOR 
Specialist Mail Order 
Canes, Tawses, Paddles, Whips 
and a full range of fantasy goods and sex toys. 
Write or phone for a free 60 page catalogue. 
Jason Junior 
15, Woodlands Road, 
Saltley, Birmingham B8 3AG 


Freephone 0800 9805469 


Me Inlouse-Sitter 


Wre my friends of thirty years standing invited me to come and have a "working 
holiday” at their large country home in Cornwall | was delighted. 


They were off on a six week cruise and though the oldest of their three boys was old enough 
to look after himself, his parents could not leave the responsibilities of the house and his 
two younger brothers to him on his own. | was asked to live down there for four weeks and 
keep them from running amok in their parent's absence. | had last seen the boys four or five 
years earlier, but now the youngest was fifteen, the middle boy Paul was sixteen, and the 
oldest, Mick, was nearly eighteen. Mick no longer lived at the family home, preferring to rent 
his own small flat in Plymouth, but after four weeks, when he could get time off work, he 
would arrive to take over from me as "the boss" at the house for the last two weeks. 


When | got down there the family greeted me, showed me around the house and in the 
morning before they left, the parents gave both lads a talking to about baths, helping clean 
the place, making efforts at school, keeping out of trouble, and all the usual things that 
concerned parents try to drum into their kids. 


As they left, the fifteen year old, Bruce, grinned wickedly at his brother. | knew enough 
about kids to know that whatever they'd promised their parents, these boys would feel 
compelled to test my will before long. | am not a believer in harsh discipline of youths. | 
believe in letting them develop a sense of responsibility in their own time, and not with the 
constant fear of over-strict penalties laid down from above. On the other hand, | wasn't 
about to let them run riot over me for four weeks. 


To cut a long story short, ten minutes after the parents had left Paul was sprawled out with 
his feet on the couch, smoking and swigging from a beer can, Bruce was to be found 
carving his name into one of the banisters with a sheath knife and when tackled on it, Bruce 
merely shrugged it off and claimed "Mum would say it's O.K. (completely untrue). Paul just 
ignored me or treated me as if | was a complete idiot. 

| did nothing for the time being. Things were fine for a day or two after that, but on the first 
Wednesday all hell broke loose; Paul had thumped his younger brother early on in the 
morning for no apparent reason, Bruce had ripped up the posters on Paul's bedroom wall as 
revenge. Mid-morning | got a call from the school asking where Paul was. | had no idea, | 
had dropped the pair of them outside the gates at 8.30. Things were getting out of hand! -A 
fight and now a missing, presumably truant teenager. These lads were going to have to 
buck their ideas up, and now! | was not going to be turned into a nervous wreck for the 
remaining 3% weeks! 


Paul strolled in casually at around 4pm and when questioned about where he'd been, he 
couldn't even be bothered to find an excuse or to apologise, he chuckled and said he didn't 
fancy school, so he'd been on the beach and then to the movies. He sloped off to his room 
ignoring my shouts for him to come back. | sat and thought about the situation. Meanwhile 
Bruce retuned to the nest, slung his satchel to the floor in the hall and went to go straight 
out on his BMX bike. "Homework?!" | inquired..............-+0+ "Balls!, I'm going out now" came 
the rude reply. 


That was it, I'd had enough. If being civil and fair-minded was not going to get me anywhere, 
then the boys were going to discover that there was another option. No sooner had young 
Bruce snapped "Balls!" at me, than | shot up from my chair, grabbed him by the arm and 
before he could say another word, I'd pinned his head and shoulders under my arm. | sat 
down and pulled the little monster over my lap. 
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"Now just you listen to me!... You are a rude, lazy and disobedient little boy! And until you 
change your ways | will treat you as one. And the way | treat disobedient boys is to smack 
their bottoms!” 


"Get off of me..you ain't allowed to.." retorted Bruce. 


"Just watch me" | answered, 
infuriated by his attitude... | held him 
tightly with one hand, whilst with the 
other | managed to reach under him 
and unfasten his grey school 
trousers. He struggled wildly but 
luckily an fifteen year old isn't strong 
enough to throw off a fully grown and 
angry man. | pinned one of his legs 
down and wrenched both his trousers 
and underpants down to his knees in 
one go. 

"Now lad... you will learn to behave 
yourself", and with that | brought the 
palm of my left hand down hard 
against his left buttock. SMACK! 

The slapping sound filled the room, a 
crimson hand shape appeared on his 
left cheek, and he yelled "OUCH!", 
but before he could say anything at 
all | proceeded to bring my hand 
down again on his right buttock 
SMACK! AHH! SMACK! WHACK! | 
speeded up my delivery and began 
spanking his small, tender bottom in 
earnest. After ten smacks, he 
stopped struggling and was crying out 
loud. Tears dripping onto the couch. | 
continued for ten more hard smacks 
and then, with his whole bottom 
burning red, | let him up. 

"Go to your room and stay there until 
| let you out! Disobey and | will spank 
you again, and harder! | shouted. He fled, clutching his trouser waistband in his hands and 
sobbing uncontrollably. It had obviously been many moons since he was last smacked, if 
indeed he ever had been, and he really needed it. 


Bruce had no sooner fled up to his room, than the door opened again and his brother Paul 
was standing there, looking daggers at me. "| heard what you did to Brucel...you've got no 
right. If you lay another finger on him before Mum and Dad get back, I'll phone Mick at work 
and he'll come down and punch you out you old fart!" 


| replied very firmly, but not angrily. ‘ : 
"| spanked your brother young man because he was very naughty indeed and if you 
continue to talk to me like that you'll be going the right way for a good hiding yourselfl". 


39 


| could see he wasn't about to back down and | saw the inevitable corner we were both 
arguing our way into. | had even less desire to punish Paul. He was a quite grown up 
sixteen year old, but | could not afford to let him get away with shouting abuse at me. When 
he went on to stick two fingers up at me and muttered "Fuck you!" as he left the room, | 
acted. | rushed at him and hauled him back to the lounge. He struggled and swore the 
whole time, but | just about managed to push him right down over the back of the couch and 
once he was unable to balance himself and break free of my grip, | began; 


"You ask for it my lad, and you'll damn well get it! I'm going to give you the same as your 
brother!!" ; 

"The hell you are!" came the defiant reply as he started struggling with renewed 
determination. To keep him pinned down | wrenched down his jeans and unintentionally, | 
pulled his underpants down too. His bare bottom and thighs awaited my attentions. 


| knew the level of spanking | gave young Bruce would make this fit teenager laugh out loud, 
and there was his truancy to deal with too. Something more was needed. 

"This is what you get for skiving off school young man!" | said as | reached down for my 
slipper, and with only a quick warning for him to take it well or receive twice the dose, | 
brought the flexible rubber sole of my slipper flying down across his bottom... 


THWACKK......"OWWWWWWW!" he roared 

THWACK! 

THWACKK! 

CRACKKI.....OW! OWWWW! NOI..... CRACK! SWACKK! 


The whacking was stinging him considerably. A heavy slipper on the bare buttocks is quite a 
severe punishment for a boy unused to being beaten and whilst Paul did not cry, by the time 
I'd cracked the slipper across his bottom hard for the twentieth time, he was watery-eyed, 
flushed with anger, and shock. 

| said "I'm sorry Paul, but you deserve this. That was for skiving, and this is for being 
rudel.... | raised my slipper, Paul quickly clenched his already sore buttocks and | 
administered a further dozen hard smacks in rapid succession. WHACK! WHACK! 
WHACK!...THWACKKI.... He cried out loud now, as the stinging and heat became more 
than he could take in silence. 

"Now you will go to bed early, without supper and tomorrow lets start again as if this evening 
never happened". 


Paul went off to his room, livid with rage at being thrashed like that but | knew that even if it 
took a few days to calm him down, no lasting damage had been done and perhaps some 
good. It was quite obvious their parents had never imposed even the mildest discipline and 
the boys were in need of some. 


After that eventful evening a couple of weeks passed, very pleasantly, with only one prank 
or rudeness from each of the lads. These were dealt with at the time; Bruce received six 
whacks on his bare bottom for breaking a window (with the slipper this time, which proved 
much more effective than a mere hand spanking) and howled throughout his brief ordeal, 
and Paul got.a hiding for swearing at me yet again. Paul 

was made to strip naked in his bedroom and bend over the end of his bed for a dozen sharp 
strokes with my leather belt. | was unaware at the time, but whilst still fuming with rage after 
I'd thrashed him, Paul called his brother Mick, obviously told him that he had been unfairly 
beaten by a friend of their parents, and to my surprise Mick appeared at the family home 
two days early and tackled me in private on what | had done to Paul and why. After sensible 
discussion, | was surprised to find that this eighteen year old actually agreed that his brother 
deserved a thrashing. 
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Mick was a fairly mature eighteen year old. He was certainly mature physically; he had the 
developed body of a young man, not a boy, and he seemed to be very much in control of his 
life too. | was very surprised indeed when | casually opened the spare room door one night 
after the other lads had gone to bed, and caught him puffing away on a joint! 

He was very surprised to have been caught and tried to whisk his drugs and paraphernalia 
under the bed, but | made him produce them and gave him a very stern lecture. Mick 
begged me not to tell his parents and | agreed, but tell him it could have been a matter for 
the Police, and | will only keep it from his parents if a) he hands over his drugs for me to 
destroy, b) he swears never to use such things again and c) as punishment, he takes some 
good old- fashioned discipline from me! 

Reluctantly, he accepted my terms and we agreed to get the matter dealt with the following 
morning, when the other lads were at school. (I think Mick was relieved that neither of his 
younger brothers would be there to see him brought down to earth by being tanned like a 
naughty school boy). Indeed, it was to be just like a naughty schoolboy because | went on to 
warn Mick that at his age there was no way that a quick trip over my knee would have any 
effect at all....he needed a sound caning, and after dropping Bruce and Paul at school the 
next morning, | would go into town and buy a school cane for the purpose, and when | got 
back, Mick would make himself available in the lounge where !| would punish him. 


When | got back to the house at around 10am the next day, | went straight to the lounge, 
where Mick was already sitting nervously. He stood up as | came in and he immediately 
noticed the long thin brown envelope | placed on the mantelpiece. | didn't want to frighten 
him unduly, so | thought it best to get on with it. 

"Please pull the curtains Mick", he did so and then came the instruction he least expected 
and least wanted to hear at that moment, 

"Now, please strip down to your underpants as quickly as possible whilst | put these two 
dining chairs back to back". 

He looked disbelieving at this command, but he could see | was serious, so eager to get it 
over with he began undressing whilst | arranged two chairs. 

| got a slight shock when | turned round. | thought of Mick as a boy, but facing me, dressed 
only in tight cotton briefs was a young man, with a very athletic body, strong and rugged. 
His alarmingly bright red underpants were cut very high, revealing a large expanse of 
muscular thigh and the outer rims of his buttocks. | needed to know how much this youthful 
bottom could take. | ran my hand over it, squeezing it slightly to assess what it could be 
expected to take. 

It was hard and manly and could undoubtedly take a sound caning, but could the lad cope 
mentally with being thrashed | wondered? 

Still, when told to, Mick bent over perfectly without any fuss, spreading his legs and raising 
his pert bottom in readiness. Mick admitted he had been caned a couple of times at school, 
but six of the best was the most he'd had, across flannel school trousers and even this he 
remembered as hurting a great deal. Nevertheless, he was eighteen, and the offence was a 
big one so | sentenced him to a dozen strokes across his briefs, and a further half dozen on 
his bared bottom! One good stroke for each of his years. 


Mick turned round and protested loudly at both the number of strokes pronounced, and the 
thought of having to present his bare backside for the final six strokes. It took a stern 
warning of worse to come if he didn't behave, but finally he turned back and bent right over 
once again. He had accepted that he was going to be beaten. Count! | demanded, and then 
| began, laying the strokes on slowly, but firmly; 

THWACK! "One!" (He took the first stroke well, staying in position, only the gritting of his 
teeth and a hissing noise from him giving any indication that the cane had stung him). 
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SWISHI.."Ah! Two"...CRACK!..”Three! THWACKK!."F,f, Four!" he yelped. It was 
becoming painful now and each new stroke made him less able to take it without yelling. | 
had a momentary feeling of guilt at beating an eighteen year old so soundly, but he was a 
healthy lad and he damn well deserved it!.. | laid the next two on in quick succession across 
the lower half of his bottom, to great effect, CRACKK! SWACKKI!... hard strokes, lashing 
across his left buttock and stinging severely. 

"AHHHHI...Please!...1 can't take this!..." he suddenly yelled, clearly suffering now and 
shocked at how hard | was applying the cane. | sympathised, but he deserved it and | 
continued, if anything making the following strokes slightly harder to take, by letting the tip 
of my cane crack down between his buttocks striking the tender inner curves. 

Mick twisted, writhed and groaned as his thrashing continued, yet he managed to retain his 
composure for the most part. He did make a submissive plea for a reprieve after the tenth 
stroke had brought a scarlet stripe up across the entire width of his poor bottom but | 
reminded him that the alternative could be the Police, and he nodded his understanding as 
the last two of the first twelve strokes brought tears to his young eyes...SWISH...CRACK! 
There followed a couple of minutes silence. | put down the cane and looked into the 
bending boy's face. He was virtually in tears all right, and looking pleadingly at me but he 
wasn't actually crying, and | decided that | would aim to make him cry like a small boy as the 
only certain way to know that the punishment had been completely effective. 

He was told to get up and remove his briefs. He did so, struggling with them as he was now 
sweating and his pants clung to his whipped bottom. As he stripped away his final 
protection, he pleaded for a reprieve, to no avail. 

However, he stripped naked and went back over the chairs without further prompting. The 
crest-fallen look on his face revealing how humiliated he felt and how he genuinely feared 
his first taste of the cane across naked buttocks. (In actual fact it is hardly any more painful 
than receiving the same cane over those thin cotton briefs, but the mental anguish of 
bending over completely naked, with your whipped bottom on show and the belief that it will 
now be far more painful without underpants makes this stage of the beating much more 
frightening. 

There followed six powerful strokes at thirty second intervals, each causing a fresh stripe to 
appear on top of the grid of burning lines already covering his poor bottom. 

He couldn't take these final cuts and he began crying out loud, weeping uncontrollably. | 
finally felt real pity for the boy, he had taken a severe thrashing as well as any lad could, 
and his tears proved that the beating had been effective....... | put the cane down and 
snapped it in front of him, "No more drugs, and no more caning, deal?" | asked him. 

Mick just shook my hand and put his arm around me, eighteen or not, he needed a 
reassuring hug after the torment of such a thrashing. He got dressed and later, before the 
kids came home, Mick told me he deserved, perhaps even needed that beating. He went on 
to add that he respected me for it, and knew | got no pleasure from giving it. His last words 
on the matter were, "Don't tell anyone please, especially that | cried..." | agreed of course 
smiled at the lad and ruffled his hair. He was a very likeable young man, and if one good 
thrashing had kept him off drugs and out of trouble for the foreseeable future, it had been 
very worthwhile. | agreed to keep his ordeal a secret, threw away the two halves of the 
broken cane, and the matter was closed. © 
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FILMS 


Presents 


ESS BPcO UE tices less OSs 


Being the older Brother has its responsibilities; Kevin has to look after his two younger Brothers after their Dad is no longer around. Being at work 
all day he can’t always check up on what they are getting up to — which is quite a lot but doesn’t however include all the jobs he wants doing. After 
giving them many ultimatums the only thing that is going to work will be plenty of traditional discipline with belt, hand and slipper. 


Please send me Brothers 3 
| enclose cheque/postal order for £20 


made payable to J.Ridgley. This VHS tape lasts for 
approximately 100 minutes. 


All orders are despatched in plain, secure Jiffy bags. 
Please allow up to 21 days for delivery. 
Postage and packing are included in the price. 


Signature 


(Over 18) 
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